As I sat idly at my desk, chewing on the eraser of my pencil and listening to Mr. Marsh lecture about human sexuality from the Family Life Education curriculum, I could never gain a true understanding of the subject. He spoke absently of a prostate while pointing at an obscure figure on a black and white overhead projection, declaring, "Boys, the prostate carries urine and semen in the male." As he lectured, the members of the class penciled the word "prostate" and other subsequent terms in the blanks on our worksheets.
setting aside all your future plans to care for your child." He paused for a brief second, pawed through his briefcase, and produced a sheet of staggering figures that confirmed the costs of raising a child.
This sex stuff seemed pretty bad. A simple mechanical insertion could lead to grotesque facial blemishes, pregnancy, or even death. If a man were to insert his quarters into a woman"s coin slot, a kicking, screaming bundle of financial ruin might be the result instead of some savory treat. Why would anyone want to engage in such an activity? Why had everyone"s parents?
I would not actively seek the answers to these questions until I was more physically matured, some three years later. Clearly, sex could not be so mechanical, nor so colorless, as the classroom made it out to be. None of the students in our crowded high school hallways would be there if that were the case. The disparity between what appeared to be true and what I had learned in school through the years was too great. It was this observation and my changing hormones that drove me to seek answers myself.
"For apart from inquiry, apart from the praxis, individuals cannot be truly human," asserts Freire (257). This proved stunningly true when I had my first sexual education-outside the classroom. Sex was not the static act it was made out to be all these years. It was a close, intimate, interactive activity. It was a steamy, sweaty, sensual act. It was not just a mechanical insertion; it was tickling, touching, tasting; it was nibbling; it was panting; it was the closeness of exposed flesh; it was massaging, caressing; it was ecstasy.
Freire was right: "the banking approach masks the effort to turn women and men into automatons-the very negation of their ontological vocation to be more fully human" (259). Speaking about and diagramming sex with overhead slides dehumanizes the act and the people involved. Sexual intercourse is performed by all mammals, and represents an essential part of nature. The public school system"s attempt to inhibit students from fully understanding this act serves to distort this most sacred existential role. According to Freire"s logic, I "turn[ed] against [my] domestication and the attempt to domesticate reality" (259). The Family Life Education course served to do just that-"domesticate" the students by "domesticating reality." The worksheets, the G-rated illustrations, the overhead projections all "domesticated" the truly wild and natural act of sex and thereby attempted to neuter my fellow students and me like household pets.
After realizing that school does not always hold my true education as its chief goal, I was enlightened. Now I could allow myself to listen to my instructor, assess his or her comments, and decide for myself if the "facts" I was learning were indeed the truth, or merely further attempts of the educational system to condition me. I could ask my own questions, seek my own answers, and conduct my own research. Exploration and discovery became the tools with which I could now construct my universe. My ability to question, infer, and investigate transcended the textbooks, teachers, and overhead projections of the classroom. At last I had freed myself from the fetters of the educational system by learning that true understanding can only be achieved through experience. 
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